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you to stop* of course, but Fm afraid Ram Lal'll start
gossiping if you stay behind, after he's gone/*

" Right ho, darling.    I hate leaving you, but I expect
It's wisest.    As you "say, we don't wantH.H. to smell a

rat/'

" Pleasant dreams then."

" I know mine'll be pleasant all right, for I'll dream of
' said Durrant.

Olga had made a practice of dismissing her c\ab early
in the evening, for she was unable to tolerate the woman's
snores,, when the servant spent the ni:rht on the floor in
her dressing-room, As she jumped into a warm bath,
after Durrant's departure, Olga rejoiced that the ayah's
nightly absence would facilitate Durrant's clandestine
visits to her suite. From her bath Olga went straight to
bed* She was over esfcited, and the whirr of the electric
fan seemed to scratch an itchy place on her nerves.
When she turned It off", and flung aside the curtains to let
in as much fresh air as possible, the moon, strong as a
searchlight, illuminated her bed. In vain Olga tried to
dodge the glare. The moon was infuriatingly persistent.
She moved her pillows to the foot of the bed In the hope
that her head would be in shadow, then she tried the
sofa, but no sooner did she lie down than again the light
fell upon her. At last, in desperation, the girl took
refuge on a couple of armchairs behind the grand piano
and here she fell asleep. At about two a*m. she woke.
She was close to the door, that she had been unable to
secure on her side, and through It she heard Durrani's
voice.

" Good night, Your Highness, I'm glad you're
satisfied with the way I've carried out your instructions/*

"Good night. I'm pleased with your day's work.
It looks as though you'll soon be entitled to your reward

Sniggering laughter followed as though both speakers
were enjoying a smutty story.